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THE WORK (AS DEFINED BELOW) IS PROVIDED UNDER THE TERMS OF THIS CREATIVE 
COMMONS PUBLIC LICENSE ("CCPL" OR "LICENSE"). THE WORK IS PROTECTED BY 
COPYRIGHT AND/OR OTHER APPLICABLE LAW. ANY USE OF THE WORK OTHER THAN 
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1. Definitions 

"Collective Work" means a work, such as a periodical issue, anthology or 

encyclopedia, in which the Work in its entirety in unmodified form, along with 
a number of other contributions, constituting separate and independent 
works in themselves, are assembled into a collective whole. A work that 
constitutes a Collective Work will not be considered a Derivative Work (as 
defined below) for the purposes of this License. 

0. "Derivative Work" means a work based upon the Work or upon the Work and 
other pre-existing works, such as a translation, musical arrangement, 
dramatization, fictionalization, motion picture version, sound recording, art 
reproduction, abridgment, condensation, or any other form in which the 
Work may be recast, transformed, or adapted, except that a work that 
constitutes a Collective Work will not be considered a Derivative Work for the 
purpose of this License. For the avoidance of doubt, where the Work is a 
musical composition or sound recording, the synchronization of the Work in 
timed-relation with a moving image ("synching") will be considered a 
Derivative Work for the purpose of this License. 

0. "Licensor" means the individual or entity that offers the Work under the terms 
of this License. 

0. "Original Author" means the individual or entity who created the Work. 

0. "Work" means the copyrightable work of authorship offered under the terms of 
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this License. 



0. "You" means an individual or entity exercising rights under this License who has 
not previously violated the terms of this License with respect to the Work, or 
who has received express permission from the Licensor to exercise rights 
under this License despite a previous violation. 

2. Fair Use Rights. Nothing in this license is intended to reduce, limit, or restrict any 
rights arising from fair use, first sale or other limitations on the exclusive rights of the 
copyright owner under copyright law or other applicable laws. 

3. License Grant. Subject to the terms and conditions of this License, Licensor 
hereby grants You a worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive, perpetual (for the duration 
of the applicable copyright) license to exercise the rights in the Work as stated below: 

0. to reproduce the Work, to incorporate the Work into one or more Collective 

Works, and to reproduce the Work as incorporated in the Collective Works; 

0. to distribute copies or phonorecords of, display publicly, perform publicly, and 

perform publicly by means of a digital audio transmission the Work including 
as incorporated in Collective Works; 

The above rights may be exercised in all media and formats whether now known or 
hereafter devised. The above rights include the right to make such modifications as are 
technically necessary to exercise the rights in other media and formats, but otherwise 
you have no rights to make Derivative Works. All rights not expressly granted by 
Licensor are hereby reserved, including but not limited to the rights set forth in 
Sections 4(d) and 4(e). 

4. Restrictions. The license granted in Section 3 above is expressly made subject to 
and limited by the following restrictions: 

0. You may distribute, publicly display, publicly perform, or publicly digitally perform 
the Work only under the terms of this License, and You must include a copy 
of, or the Uniform Resource Identifier for, this License with every copy or 
phonorecord of the Work You distribute, publicly display, publicly perform, or 
publicly digitally perform. You may not offer or impose any terms on the 
Work that alter or restrict the terms of this License or the recipients' exercise 
of the rights granted hereunder. You may not sublicense the Work. You must 
keep intact all notices that refer to this License and to the disclaimer of 
warranties. You may not distribute, publicly display, publicly perform, or 
publicly digitally perform the Work with any technological measures that 
control access or use of the Work in a manner inconsistent with the terms of 
this License Agreement. The above applies to the Work as incorporated in a 
Collective Work, but this does not require the Collective Work apart from the 
Work itself to be made subject to the terms of this License. If You create a 
Collective Work, upon notice from any Licensor You must, to the extent 
practicable, remove from the Collective Work any credit as required by 
clause 4(c), as requested. 

0. You may not exercise any of the rights granted to You in Section 3 above in any 
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manner that is primarily intended for or directed toward commercial 
advantage or private monetary compensation. The exchange of the Work for 
other copyrighted works by means of digital file-sharing or otherwise shall 
not be considered to be intended for or directed toward commercial 
advantage or private monetary compensation, provided there is no payment 
of any monetary compensation in connection with the exchange of 
copyrighted works. 

0. If you distribute, publicly display, publicly perform, or publicly digitally perform 
the Work, You must keep intact all copyright notices for the Work and 
provide, reasonable to the medium or means You are utilizing: (i) the name 
of the Original Author (or pseudonym, if applicable) if supplied, and/or (ii) if 
the Original Author and/or Licensor designate another party or parties (e.g. a 
sponsor institute, publishing entity, journal) for attribution in Licensor's 
copyright notice, terms of service or by other reasonable means, the name of 
such party or parties; the title of the Work if supplied; and to the extent 
reasonably practicable, the Uniform Resource Identifier, if any, that Licensor 
specifies to be associated with the Work, unless such URI does not refer to 
the copyright notice or licensing information for the Work. Such credit may 
be implemented in any reasonable manner; provided, however, that in the 
case of a Collective Work, at a minimum such credit will appear where any 
other comparable authorship credit appears and in a manner at least as 
prominent as such other comparable authorship credit. 

0. For the avoidance of doubt, where the Work is a musical composition: 

0. Performance Royalties Under Blanket Licenses. Licensor reserves 

the exclusive right to collect, whether individually or via a performance 
rights society (e.g. ASCAP, BMI, SESAC), royalties for the public 
performance or public digital performance (e.g. webcast) of the Work 
if that performance is primarily intended for or directed toward 
commercial advantage or private monetary compensation. 

0. Mechanical Rights and Statutory Royalties. Licensor reserves the 

exclusive right to collect, whether individually or via a music rights 
agency or designated agent (e.g. Harry Fox Agency), royalties for any 
phonorecord You create from the Work ("cover version") and 
distribute, subject to the compulsory license created by 17 USC 
Section 115 of the US Copyright Act (or the equivalent in other 
jurisdictions), if Your distribution of such cover version is primarily 
intended for or directed toward commercial advantage or private 
monetary compensation. 

0. Webcasting Rights and Statutory Royalties. For the avoidance of doubt, 

where the Work is a sound recording, Licensor reserves the exclusive right to 
collect, whether individually or via a performance-rights society (e.g. 
SoundExchange), royalties for the public digital performance (e.g. webcast) 
of the Work, subject to the compulsory license created by 17 USC Section 
114 of the US Copyright Act (or the equivalent in other jurisdictions), if Your 
public digital performance is primarily intended for or directed toward 



commercial advantage or private monetary compensation. 

5. Representations, Warranties and Disclaimer 

UNLESS OTHERWISE MUTUALLY AGREED BY THE PARTIES IN WRITING, LICENSOR 
OFFERS THE WORK AS-IS AND MAKES NO REPRESENTATIONS OR WARRANTIES OF 
ANY KIND CONCERNING THE WORK, EXPRESS, IMPLIED, STATUTORY OR OTHERWISE, 
INCLUDING, WITHOUT LIMITATION, WARRANTIES OF TITLE, MERCHANTIBILITY, 
FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE, NONINFRINGEMENT, OR THE ABSENCE OF 
LATENT OR OTHER DEFECTS, ACCURACY, OR THE PRESENCE OF ABSENCE OF 
ERRORS, WHETHER OR NOT DISCOVERABLE. SOME JURISDICTIONS DO NOT ALLOW 
THE EXCLUSION OF IMPLIED WARRANTIES, SO SUCH EXCLUSION MAY NOT APPLY TO 
YOU. 

6. Limitation on Liability. EXCEPT TO THE EXTENT REQUIRED BY APPLICABLE LAW, 
IN NO EVENT WILL LICENSOR BE LIABLE TO YOU ON ANY LEGAL THEORY FOR ANY 
SPECIAL, INCIDENTAL, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR EXEMPLARY DAMAGES 
ARISING OUT OF THIS LICENSE OR THE USE OF THE WORK, EVEN IF LICENSOR HAS 
BEEN ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH DAMAGES. 

7. Termination 

0. This License and the rights granted hereunder will terminate automatically upon 
any breach by You of the terms of this License. Individuals or entities who 
have received Collective Works from You under this License, however, will 
not have their licenses terminated provided such individuals or entities 
remain in full compliance with those licenses. Sections 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, and 8 
will survive any termination of this License. 

0. Subject to the above terms and conditions, the license granted here is perpetual 
(for the duration of the applicable copyright in the Work). Notwithstanding 
the above, Licensor reserves the right to release the Work under different 
license terms or to stop distributing the Work at any time; provided, however 
that any such election will not serve to withdraw this License (or any other 
license that has been, or is required to be, granted under the terms of this 
License), and this License will continue in full force and effect unless 
terminated as stated above. 

8. Miscellaneous 

0. Each time You distribute or publicly digitally perform the Work or a Collective 

Work, the Licensor offers to the recipient a license to the Work on the same 
terms and conditions as the license granted to You under this License. 

0. If any provision of this License is invalid or unenforceable under applicable law, it 
shall not affect the validity or enforceability of the remainder of the terms of 
this License, and without further action by the parties to this agreement, 
such provision shall be reformed to the minimum extent necessary to make 
such provision valid and enforceable. 

0. No term or provision of this License shall be deemed waived and no breach 
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consented to unless such waiver or consent shall be in writing and signed by 
the party to be charged with such waiver or consent. 

0. This License constitutes the entire agreement between the parties with respect to 
the Work licensed here. There are no understandings, agreements or 
representations with respect to the Work not specified here. Licensor shall 
not be bound by any additional provisions that may appear in any 
communication from You. This License may not be modified without the 
mutual written agreement of the Licensor and You. 

Creative Commons is not a party to this License, and makes no warranty whatsoever in 
connection with the Work. Creative Commons will not be liable to You or any party on 
any legal theory for any damages whatsoever, including without limitation any general, 
special, incidental or consequential damages arising in connection to this license. 
Notwithstanding the foregoing two (2) sentences, if Creative Commons has expressly 
identified itself as the Licensor hereunder, it shall have all rights and obligations of 
Licensor. 

Except for the limited purpose of indicating to the public that the Work is licensed 
under the CCPL, neither party will use the trademark "Creative Commons" or any 
related trademark or logo of Creative Commons without the prior written consent of 
Creative Commons. Any permitted use will be in compliance with Creative Commons' 
then-current trademark usage guidelines, as may be published on its website or 
otherwise made available upon request from time to time. 

Creative Commons may be contacted at http://creativecommons.org/ . 



Chapter 1 

The abandoned airport had made a perfect location for his secret operation. It had had to be 
thrown together at the last minute and equipment hastily brought in. The doctor had been the easiest 
aspect of the whole thing to secure. He'd been told nothing but promised a large check. It was 
typical of scientists in General Allen's experience. They were always more concerned with 
outcomes. 

The airport was about twenty miles south of Seattle and hadn't been used in and equal 
number of years. It was perfect. The creature had been brought only a few miles from where it had 
been found. It was close to other real military facilities but not too close. 

The creature had been brought into the largest of three hangers. The third one and smallest 
the general had had converted into a brig. He never set up a base without holding facilities. He 
believed in holding people and holding them until he was satisfied. It had landed him in trouble 



more than once but he had always been successful and most times his superiors looked the other 
way. 

The large hanger had been outfitted with a large exam table and reasonably modern medical 
equipment. The general felt it should be good enough for the doctor clamoring for his payment and 
good enough to determine if the creature represented a threat. No more than that would be needed. 
The president had agreed that the alien should be disposed of to keep the information from reaching 
the public. It would cause panic and doubt and the general rationalized the planned act by telling the 
president that they were protecting it from the public reaction and besides, what good would a life in 
captivity or hiding be to the creature. 

The alien had been brought in under the cover of night and labeled as experimental biological 
material. They two soldiers he'd selected to guard it had rolled it in on a gurney and roughly 
dumped it onto the exam table under the hot exam lights where Doctor Gregson could examine it. It 
was extraordinarily different from anything on Earth. Anyone who saw it knew instantly it was 
alien. 

The general stood over the exam table with his hands clenched behind his back. He stood 
there straight backed and seemed the model of dignity and control. His face ruined the image 
though. 

As he looked down at the helpless creature, restrained and squirming before him, he wore an 
expression of reckless joy mixed in a bizarre way with uncertainty and terror. 

The creature looked back up at the general with a wholly different mix of emotions, which, 
even on its alien face, were very clear. It was trapped. It's three eyes centered on what humans 
would call a forehead moved about wildly seeking a clearer understanding of its surroundings and its 
captors that would aid in its escape. There was no such knowledge to be gained. 

The medical facility was a blank nondescript plane hanger converted for this purpose. There 
were no insignias visible and no sign of a way out if only because the restraints on all its limbs were 
so tight it could barely squirm. 

The doctor who stood across the table from the general had taken fluid samples with a very 
large syringe. The creature's skin had broken a needle of any lesser size. With each insertion of the 
needle the creature howled and it tried vainly to throw its long limbs around. 

Each extraction caused the general to tense his muscles expecting the worst. When it didn't 
happen the look of joy grew. He was in control of this creature. Mankind's first encounter with 
aliens and he had it under control. 

"How much longer, Doctor?" 
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The doctor, a pale-faced man wearing very old wire glasses and a pristine white lab coat 
squinted at the general, "How long? You bring this to me and ask how long? General, I've never 
seen anything like this!" 

The general scowled and for a moment seemed as if his mustache had become a hedge he 
was hiding behind, "Get it done. I want to brief the president in one hour." 

"No promises. Understand me? None." 

The general snarled and stalked away from the writhing creature and the skinny scientist. He 
worked to show the doctor contempt. It was his opinion the doctor should be more motivated to 
please his military masters, but no. Deep down the general admired him. The pair were really very 
much the same. When the doctor plunged his fat needle into the brown skin of the creature the 
general recognized the look of glee. 

"General?" 

He turned and walked back the way he'd come looking the doctor up and down and then 
letting his gaze fall upon the miserable alien, "Yes?" 

"Go ahead. I've learned all I can with this equipment," the doctor conceded. I'll have a 
report for you in thirty minutes. Set up the conference call." 

The general smiled a thin shallow smile and nodded, "Thank you, Doctor. Good work." 

Both men went about their business. The doctor went into a little cubicle with a five-year-old 
computer and began to type furiously. The general strode away and out of the converted hanger 
letting the door slam behind him. Two guards remained watching over the now seemingly forgotten 
alien. They, however, were watching from a distance by the door the general had man handled. 

The operation was secret. The creature had appeared near the edge of a heavily forested area 
in the Pacific Northwest and his ship, assuming there was one, had not been recovered. 

The general had dispatched a team of four Green Berets to the area to search for the ship. A 
former Green Beret himself the general tended to only trust "his own". They had found nothing, 
much to the general's frustration. 

In total nine people knew of the discovery. Aside from the military men, the general, and the 
scientist, only a single computer technician knew about the pathetic creature occupying the exam 
table. Taylor Shram had stumbled on it. 

He had been working for the scientist, Doctor Peter Gregson, as a consultant, paid on the 
side. Taylor had known the man for a decade since just before entering college for his first degree. 
Gregson was a family friend as well as Taylor's math tutor in high school. Since then, Taylor had 
worked for the scientist as needed. He paid poorly. The only thing that kept Taylor bound to him 
was simply the discomfort of refusing. Gregson was simply untalented with technology so Taylor's 
expertise and natural instinct made him, at times, invaluable to Dr. Gregson. 
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At 11:30 that night Taylor had been sound asleep and had been so for hours. Fridays for 
Taylor indicated a chance for sleep. PhD work had been keeping him going for six months straight. 
He needed to finish his degree before his funds ran out. Dr. Gregson had an annoying way of 
reminding him of it. 

The call had come. Dr. Gregson had forgotten and integral piece of his ancient computer; 
and integral part Taylor considered unnecessary. Still, the man seemed to damage things if he didn't 
have the superfluous piece of metal that constantly fell off the notebook computer and it simply 
made Taylor's life harder. 

The task should have been as easy as bringing the piece of metal from the doctor's home but 
it wasn't. Taylor arrived at the dark hanger south of Seattle minutes before the general arrived 
unannounced with the body. Dr. Gregson completely forgot Taylor, hunkered over his notebook 
trying vainly to reattach the piece. 

Taylor has stood looking around the hanger in puzzlement, " What're you working on, Peter?" 

Peter was already bent over the creature and the general turned on Taylor, "Who the hell is 
this, Gregson?" 

Dr. Gregson stood dropping his syringe and looked at Taylor. He was fathoms away still 
locked mentally in analysis of the creature. 

"I'm Taylor Shram. I work for Dr. Gregson." 

"Jesus! Guards take him to. . ." the general began to yell. 

"Wait!" 

The general turned to Gregson, "What?" 

"Let him stay. I may need him. I'm not very good with computers, see." 

The general leaned forward, "This is on your head then, Doctor." If this so much a breathes 
outside of this hanger I'm sending you both to prison." 

Taylor had nodded backed into the cubicle, deciding to stay put. He hadn't seen the creature. 

Over the next hour he played solitaire on the notebook and listened to the general shuffling 
around the exam table and Dr. Gregson' s muffled gasps and titters of excitement. Taylor was 
curious but not near enough so to leave his space. 

What finally peak his interest was the other sounds. Every once in a while there was a squeal 
or howl from the exam table. It sounded as if the general had brought in a wounded animal. He 
stood and carefully edged around the cubicle wall. What he saw chilled him. 

Dr. Gregson stood over a life form. It was like nothing Taylor had ever seen and it seemed 
Gregson was torturing it while the general looked on in glee. The doctor was not Taylor's favorite 
human being but he would never have imagined that he would do such a thing. The creature was in 
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pain and each jab of the syringe made it worse. Whatever it was Gregson was taking from it, it was 
being hurt by the removal. 

Taylor stood transfixed by the scene playing out in front of him and never noticed the general 
glancing at him angrily. The creature had arms but it was impossible to say what were legs and what 
were arms. They all appeared alike although it did have a single torso from which the appendages 
protruded. Its head was strange. Three eyes were deep set in the center of its head above a facial 
feature that seemed a cross between a beak and a nose. Despite it alien-ness it was obvious in its 
eyes that it was afraid and in pain. 

After a verbal scuffle Taylor didn't track the general stormed from the hanger and Dr. 
Gregson hurried into the cubicle. 

"What did you do to that thing?" Taylor demanded. 

"Not now Taylor." 

"Like hell, Peter. You were hurting it!" 

Gregson looked up momentarily, "It's a specimen. I doubt its even conscious." 
Taylor couldn't believe his ears, "You're kidding me right?" 
"No, Taylor. Now sit down and be quiet. You're in enough trouble." 
"I'm in trouble? You brought me here. What are you doing here anyway? You don't work 
for the military." 

Gregson shook his head acknowledging the comment but kept working, "Not normally. They 
gave me a huge grant. Its something organic. . .propulsion techniques. . .1 don't know yet. I was just 
setting up this evening when I left my. . ." he tailed off. 

"Can't talk." 

Taylor stared at the man's back, "So it's a big pay day for you then? That's it?" 
Gregson nodded, "That's a bit vulgar. . .but yes." 
Taylor shook his head, "I never would have thought it." 
Gregson turned and looked at him coldly, "Well get used to it." 

Taylor walked out of the cubicle leaving the doctor to himself. He walked slowly toward the 
creature. It was in full view. 
"Hey!" 

Taylor looked toward the guards. 
"Stay away from it!" 

Taylor heard Gregson's chair squeal on the floor, "For god sakes. . .keep to yourself, Taylor." 

Not moving Taylor continued to look at the sad creature. It's limbs bound and Taylor now 
noticed that a strap had been put around its neck to secure its head. For lack of something better they 
had used an extra leg strap since the head strap normally on such tables was too small. 
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Without thinking he took one step forward and heard the metal snap of weapons coming to 
bear. Very briefly Taylor considered how strange it was that the movies prepared you so well for 
this sort of thing. Taylor slow put his hands up and stepped back. 

"God damn it! Taylor, come here and sit down before they shoot you." 

Taylor began to take another step back but halted immediately. The creature had managed to 
crane its neck, despite the restraint, and had managed to turn one eye toward him. It was sad, 
desperate, and the single eye all by itself begged for help. 

"Peter, look!" 

Taylor heard Gregson swear and then get up from his creaky rolling chair, "I have twenty god 
damn minutes, Taylor, that's all the time I. . ." 

The doctor broke off in mid sentence when he saw the eye now looking at both of them, 
"How'd he do that? 

Taylor shook his head, "I don't now. I didn't see it." 

The guards were watching the pair warily. 

Dr. Gregson stepped forward toward the alien who kept its eye fixed firmly on Taylor. The 
creature did not move. Gregson stepped up to the exam table and ran a hand gently along its firm but 
smooth skin not sure what he was looking for. 

He then took the same syringe from a hanging tray under the table and put a new vial in it. 
Taylor watched in horror as Gregson plunged it into the creature with a quick jab. It convulsed 
violently and screamed. 

Gregson let go of the syringe and fell backward startled. 

The screaming continued and for a moment it almost seemed to Taylor as if it might actually 
break the restraints. The guards had their weapons trained on it. 

Without thinking, Taylor lunged forward toward the alien and put a hand on the side of its 
head and patted it. With the other hand he pulled the syringe out and then placed a head over the 
oozing wound the needle had created. 

"Get a bandage, Peter." 

The doctor looked at Taylor, "Are you crazy. You're not protected from it at all." 
"Get a bandage." 

"I want to see if the wound heals, no." 
"Get it now\ It's going to die if you don't!" 

Gregson shuffled off to his cubicle and came back reluctantly handing the bandage to Taylor. 
He took it and adhered it to the wound while speaking softly to the creature. 
"GET AWAY!" 
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The general was standing in the doorway, his sidearm drawn and pointed at the writhing 
creature. The screaming had stopped. 

"I won't ask again. Get away from it!" 
Taylor did as he was told. 

The general walked toward them, gun leveled at the alien, "I told you to keep him away and 
quiet, Doctor.'" 

Gregson nodded, "I'm sorry, sir. He was. . .helping me. The creature was bleeding it seems." 
"Because you stabbed it!" 

Gregson nodded, "I was trying to take another sample. It's behavior changed and I was 
curious whether. . ." 

"This isn't one of your damn experiments. This is a matter of national security. I don't give 
a damn what it is. I want it controlled, figured out, and disposed of. The president will agree." 
Taylor opened his mouth to say something but was silenced by a look from the doctor. 
"General, that is your decision. I was simply trying to do what you want. I'm sorry." 
"Do better. Mr. Shram?" 
"Yes." 

"You will be escorted to a holding cell nearby. You will be released when I am satisfied you 
pose no threat to this operation." 

Taylor stared at the man, "I have a job. I can't be stuck here indefinitely." 

"I'm sorry. That's how it is," the general turned to guards, "Take him." 

The two guards stepped forward without hesitation and walked purposefully toward Taylor. 
Taylor looked at the doctor who looked miserable and was pretty sure Gregson wasn't miserable 
because he'd caused this debacle for Taylor. 

Taylor had not noticed that the creature's eye, which, had been so securely trained on him 
had not wavered in its gaze. Even now it looked straight at him, sad, pained. 

One guard took Taylor's arm, "Let's go." 

Taylor hesitated. The guard squeezed, "Now." 

Taylor looked down and saw the eye fixed on him. He shook his head and felt foolish as me 
mouthed, "I'm sorry." 

Taylor left the hanger feeling ashamed of Gregson' s actions and his complicity in them 
simply by being present. He'd never really liked the doctor but he'd never imagined that he'd be 
involved in such cruelty and participate so willingly. 

The cell he was taken to was another makeshift facility in another hanger. The base they 
were on was very small. Taylor hadn't even known it was here. It was almost like an abandoned 
private airport the military had appropriated. 
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Two new guards stood by and watched over him. These two had no idea what was in the 
other hanger just yards away. 

"Is there something to eat?" Taylor asked. 
One of them shook his head, "Nope. Sorry." 

"Ya know, I didn't do anything wrong. I'm not going to try and run, I mean, Jesus, you've 
got guns." 

The two guards relaxed slightly, "The general told us you're not technically a prisoner." 
"Nice of him. What is this place?" 
"What place?" 

Taylor gestured around himself, "This base. I didn't know it was here." 
The other guard chuckled, "It's not." 
Taylor nodded, "Funny." 

"No. I mean it's not a base. The General Allen is using it as a center for some kind of 
search." 

Taylor frowned, "What search." 

The guard laughed, "We might have guns. . .but we don't know a thing." 
Taylor chuckled despite himself. They were decent men for gun wielding soldiers. 
"You should get some sleep," one of them said, "You look like crap." 
Taylor agreed and dropped onto a cot, which was surprisingly comfortable. It might have 
just been that he was exhausted, "Wake me if something happens, ok?" 
The guards laughed. 

Taylor fell asleep almost immediately. He was not someone who dreamed often and when he 
did he only saw images and indistinct ideas. Taylor never had the dreams most people talked about 
where experience something. 

This night on his cot in his cell, Taylor dreamed. 

He was standing on a precipice somewhere he did not recognize and was looking down on a 
magnificent city. It looked like a rainbow of blues and greens. Tall buildings rose into the sky from 
their foundations seemingly miles high their slender and beautifully curved lines painted in blue 
green light. 

The lower buildings maintained a shade of dark forest green pin pricked by white lights. 
They defied the blocky layout of any city Taylor had ever seen. They were varied in shape and size 
and none had sharp corners or angles. It was as if the buildings shapes made them appear to sweep 
in and out of each other almost like children playing at the feet of the blue green giants. 

The beauty of the city nearly drove Taylor to tears. 
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As he struggled to take the whole thing in he realized that among the graceful shapes of the 
thousands of structures there was life. Things too small to see flitted here and there from building to 
building. Taylor could not tell if he was seeing vehicles or people but the traffic was amazing. It 
was not a frustrated writhing of humanity like traffic Taylor knew. This was an organic flow. There 
was no jerky start and stopped. It seemed as if the flow was entered and exited seamlessly without 
interruption and with harmony that was difficult to comprehend. 

The precipice on which Taylor stood disappeared and he gasped as he felt himself falling into 
a black abyss. Taylor fell for what seemed an eternity. He thought for a moment that this was 
clearly the point where he should wake up and was then startled by his ability to perceive the dream 
whilst still in it. 

As he fell he struggled to see anything at all. He thought perhaps he could make out walls 
rushing past but he couldn't be sure. Soon fright went away and Taylor simply felt alone. 

In the extraordinary circumstances he felt himself ridiculously contemplating trivial things. 
His job he hated, the PhD he was struggling to finish but for which his enthusiasm had all but died, 
and his parents whom he missed all passed before him leaving him with a profound sense of 
isolation. He had rarely felt so alone. 

Taylor blinked and was suddenly lying fiat on his back. He was secured to whatever was 
lying on tightly and a bright light was shining I his eyes. Two figures were standing over him 
peering down at him with curiosity and fear. Taylor could not make out their features though. 

They were arguing and periodically one of the men slapped him hard across the face. Taylor 
tried desperately to cry out, even scream but was completely mute as the man repeatedly slapped 
him. He couldn't understand why these men were holding him. His arms hurt, his legs had gone 
numb, and his face burned. 

The scene repeated itself several times each one becoming more and more real, each time 
gaining in detail and clarity. Soon it was Doctor Gregson slapping Taylor and General Allen stood 
over him scowling and beaming about his victory at the same time. 

Gregson' s voice, now completely understandable echoed in Taylor's ears, "He is a threat." 

Then the general's deep gristly cold voice, "Kill it." 

Gregson looked at General Allen and calmly nodded. He produced from below the table a 
ridiculously large syringe and poised it over Taylor's chest. 

Taylor gaped at it and tried to scream, "No! It's me! Peter!" 
Gregson did not hear him. 

General Allen stepped back as if he was afraid his uniform would get dirty from his 
proximity to Taylor and smiled a thin powerful smile, "It is necessary. We win." 
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Taylor turned back to Gregson still poised to strike and tried again without success to scream, 
plead, or make any noise. 

Gregson struck and Taylor felt the needle enter his stomach. The pain was excruciating and 
radiated to every part of his body. He felt as if a harpoon had speared him. As the reality of his 
imminent death sunk in Taylor watched Gregson step back from him leaving the syringe planted 
firmly in Taylor's stomach. Gregson looked at Taylor and smiled with satisfaction. 

Taylor felt something running through his veins, something hot. It burned as it moved from 
the puncture wound in his stomach upward. It circulated through his arms, chest, and finally made 
its way to his heart. Somehow Taylor knew it was entering his heart. 

As his insides burned Taylor heard his own voice and then realized his mouth was moving. 
Desperately he reached out toward Peter for help his eyes begging for mercy. His voice was 
something else's, not under his control. 

He heard himself say in a slow, steady voice, dripping with strength, "The others will come. 
The others will come, finish what I have begun. . .and then you will die." 

Taylor could not understand why he had said it. The pain would never have let him speak 
much less speak in such a manner. He was desperate. 

Finally Taylor became tired. The pain seemed to dull as fatigue overwhelmed him and bid 
him to sleep, "No," he thought. 

As Taylor's eyes closed he heard a voice in his head, small and insubstantial, "Come. Find it 
and return." 

In the next moment Taylor closed his eyes and died. 
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